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'What about this for a surprise, old boy?
Delighted to see you/

Stephen had not altered very greatly in twenty
years. He was sparser, sparer; his body had & pre-
served look, as though he had been kept all this time
in some kind of spirit He was as tall as his brother,
and his big white nose, projecting from his gaunt face,
suggested a possibility, like Michael's, that it had a
life of its own. It was a peering, active probing nose
with its own knowledge, its own discoveries, its own
conclusions. He had scanty grey hair, wisps of it
brushed carefully over the white domed skull; pale
shaggy eyebrows; eyes mild, sleepy; a mouth un-
certain, rather tremulous.

In truth, had it not been for the nose and a curious
lithe active movement of the long thin body, Stephen
Furze might seem a gentle, sluggish, easy man, kindly
of intention, non-interfering* He wore a black frock*
coat of ancient cut, a high white collar, a black bow-
tie. His garments were old but scrupulously brushed
and neat. When he spoke all Michael's childhood
and youth rushed back to him, for Stephen*$ voice
had a soft, gentle ring about it that distinguished it
from all others.

When he spoke he gave an impression of great
politeness but of firmness too* There was nothing
humble in his tone, and he had a way of suddenly
protruding his eyes from under the heavy white lids
so that they looked at you as a candle shines when the
cover is lifted,

He gripped his brother's podgy hand and it was
then that his body seemed to rise> hover and hang
forward.

'A surprise!   I should think sol   We thought